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Take a deep breath. ..6wallow that thkk sMOKyAiR...soA\ETiMES you can reach out and 

FEEL IT. THIS IS NO FAIRY TALE WE'RE TALKIN' ABOUT. THE GOOK IS SPREfttHNe ALL AIWUNO US,ANO ITS 
EESINNING TO TAKE RDRA\. JUST ASK BUTCH.flKWIE AND SOHHY WHAT'S HAPPENINS. BeTTER STILL, 
SEE FOR YOURSELVES.. 




yOU'PSEE THEMURKy SASSES 
SETTLING ANMDST THE POLLUTED TIDE- 
LAMDS OF ONE OE THE BieSEST CITES 
OH THE WEST COAST. 






CREATING A FRIGHTFUL, BUT 
PERHAPS INEVITABLE RESULT 
OF MAN'S DESTRUCTION OF 
HIS ENVIRONMENT. 




THEIR ROUTE TAKES THEM 
THROUGH THE VALLEXONEOF 
WEST COAST AND THE COUNlKfi 
UARGE PRODUCE 6R0WIN6 
AREAS 



BUT NO LONGER WILL MAN 
BE ABLE TO DESTROy WITHOUT 
PAyiNG THE PRICE.' THE 

PESTICIDES MIX WITH THE 
DIABOLICAL EXHAUST AND THE 
NATURAL DUST OF THE AREA ... 





—AND HERE IN THE 

' MOUNTAINS, HE'REfe WHAT 

I MEAN By ACTION.' 

I FIGURED IT OUT AND 
IT'S OUR EXHAUST 
WHICH CAUSED THOSE 
CREATURES.' WE'VE 
GOT TO SET RID OF 
THE GAS 
WHICH IS 
BEHIND 
IT ALL.' 




ACROSS THE COAST RAWGE MOUNTAINS LIES BEACH CIT/— HER, 
FORNvER WHITE BENCHES NOW STAINEP BLACK WITH OIL— THE 
FORMER BLUE SEA NOW REFLECTS THE RAIWBOW COIORS OF A 
WASSIVE OIL SLICK .. 




PANIC BESINS TO SPREAD, AND A FRANTIC 
CAUL IS SENT TO THE ARMy...»STOP THOSE 
JA0H5TERS AT ALL COSTS ■" 



THOSE D0S6ONE SHEtLS ARE 
BOUNCING RIGHT OFF THEM.' 




AND THEN... MOTION mySTERIOUSLV 
BEGINS... A HUGE UNEXPLAINED CLOUD 
OF PUST ARISES. 




Was Ha madman or esMUS- thu mav wmo HAiseo rue OfAO? pio jakmc's 

POWBkS COME F!K)M THE DEVIL, OR WAS HE THE DEVIL HIMSELFt fO/l WHO 
ELSE BUT THE LOKO OP EVIL. COULO BHIHS THE ROTTeO DEAD SACK TO 
UF£ EXCEPT A--- 



MASTER OF THE 



BEFORE I'M FINISHED 



THIS IS 

I ^2-^/]i/Ii/A//S I ^^^^y^orr/A/G corpse, 1 
\&£GtNNtri(3..,E EVERY G^/A/Af/n/o sf(eL£rof^m 

AND HEAP Of= DUST WILL ^ 
RISE TO DO My BlDDING.'^^S' 





im^ 



^ I THERE HE is/ 

NO HARM MUt>l ^tVtWy LUNATIC IS ^ ^SS/ZS ^^^/A 



COME TO HIM, 
UNDERSTAND? 
MV BROTHER iS , 
, NOT DANGEROUS/ 



1 (DANGEROUS, MON- 
ISlEUR JARNAC/WE'RE 
' GRATEFUL VOU TOLD 
US WHERE PIERRE 
JARNAC IS HIDING... 
ALL. RIGHT, MEN.' 

Bi9£AM ///TO r^e 
cetLARf 



,^0//'r COME /A</ * 




-^T-THEV WtLL HEL.P ME / "^ 
SOME PAV THEY'LL ^ii 
RISE TO MV BIDDING/ 
EVERY CORPSE IMTHE 
UNIVERSE/... I'LUaE 
THEIR AliQ^reW/ IM_L 



•^Go Aheao/inject sleep 

INTO MY VEINS/ IT WON'T 
SAVE you/ SUCCESS MUST J 

come/the day 
will come when 
i shall ha,ve 



Minutes later. -- 

me: is unconsciousT it's an"1 
now/too bad he /obsess- 
ON OF MV 
BROTHERS/ 
PIERRE THINKS 
HE CAN BRING 
THE DEAD BACK 
TO LIPE TO 
OBEY HIS 





AXEAR LATER, HAVING COM- 
Pll.BC> A RECORD OF CONSIST- 
ANT GOOCS BEHAVIOR AND 
SANE THINKING... 




SIK MONTHS LATER. ..WHEN 
PIERRE JARNAC'S RELEASE 
CAME THROUGH... 

^JARNAC SAID HE XhaRPLV. 
WAS GOING BACK \hE: fS A 
TO THE J^y^ /WHAT /SCIENTIST, 




MEN DESTROYED IN - 

THE FUTILITY OF 
WAR/HOW EAGER 
WILL THEY BE TO 
GET THOSE LIVES 
BACK/ ro WREAK 
VENGEANCE ON 
THOSE LUCKIER 
THAN THEMSELVES,/ j 



WHAT A FOOL, I WAS TO CONDUCT EXPERIMENTS IN A t^OUSE... 
IN A CELLAR./ HERE THE DEAD LIE A/GHT AT »AfS/G/^^^ 
DE^AO/ THE GEAi> Of=Ai~l. AiAT/ONS* 





THEY WILl_ THANK ME FOR 
RESTORING THE BREATH 
TO THEIR B.OD)ES/THE:v 
WILL FOLLOW ME LIKE 
GRATEFUL- SLAVE S.^l WILL 
LEAP AN INTERNATIONAL 

ARMV ACROSS EUROPE^' 




AM ARMV NO &i/HS CAN 
STOJ^f ANJ ARMY WITH ^ tt 

t/NBAtiTtiLy paiA/e^/ an ^ \ 

ARMY OF THE OEA0/J *• 







, VE NEVER XyOU'RE 
HEARD ANYONE \MAKING 
SPE^AK SO 1 NO 

KiKJOLY TOWARD /MISTAKE, 
THE DE"AO, ^^SIR/THE 
MOr-.' -J I E.U R "S. DEAD AR E 

JARNAC/THE ^- - 

iJCe OF CARE- 
TAr<-ER 1^ 




NOW HE HAD A REAPY SUPPLY OP CORPSES, &S MANY AS HE WISHED. TO E>^.PERIMENT 

WITH/ 




DAYAFTER PAY, NIGHT AFTER NIGHT, MONTH 
AFTER MONTH THE EXPERIMENTS WENT 
ON, RELENTLESSLV^ GHOi/i.fSHLy/ 

IT SHOULD work: now, BUT \T OOeSMT, 

--\^ETHINGlS/»f/*S/A'G.*' SOMETHING 



ONE NIGHT IT CAME TO \^\^.- 




AT A WORD FROM PIERRE J'iR'^.tg/SiHi^*" 
AROSE AMP SEI^gP THEI^^UDEK^^ 




PIERRE JARNAC TRIED TO ESCAPE BUT HE Sr\^MS.LfLO ' »^ SCKSAMEO HEL PLSAI^P 
RUT THE e£VqO /«'»*«'"» OA/.^TEWS OF THOUSAN DS OF FEET ' ^ TH E i R e ITT E R 
pS^LuJs"nED MARCH BACK TO THEIR ACRES OF CROSSES.. .THE MASTER OF 
■^ TOE ■DZP^.O HAD FINALUV ME;T HIS OWH MASTER 



z^i^riSC^ 




Jack ano PAisy blake w£i?£ a oancb team/ jheir 

ACT iVAS A FLOP'-UNTIL JACK /?£AP ABOUT THE VOOQOO 
PAf/CeS OP TH£ SECT OF THE OEAP/ 7HE VOOOOO CANCE \ 
MAPE A 5000 5TAee ACT ANC> JACK ANO DAISY ^Eff£ 
A HIT.' BUT YOU CANNOT /t\AKE A JOKE OP THE UNKNOWN ' 
THE VENGEANCE OF THE LIVING £>€AD CAN ffE A 
TEI^R'ISLE THINe. A5 JACf< ANP PAf^Y SlAfCE WW^T 





'ANP it is said that PeOfLE WHO HAVe DIED By 
flOUNCe OFTSN STACK B/ NI6HT IN UNHOLY mUAIS 
OF THE UVIHS DEAD.' /MNy INSTANCES AKE OH 
KECOKD WHBUe THEY HAVE BEEN SEEN DANCINSI' 




A CASUAL MEETING AT AN OFF- 
BEAT EAST 5fDE BAR. YOU TAKE 
HER HOME. 5HE INVITES YOU IN, 
0FFEK5 you AAVARTINI. SURE, 
WHY NOT? IT L0OK5 LIKE A PROM- 
ISING WIGHT AHEAD. YOU DRINK IT. 
WHAT IS THAT5TRAWGE EXPRESSION 
ON HER FACE? SHE'5 SAVING SOME- 
THING, BUT THAT RUSHING 5DUNP 
IN YOUR HEAD IS PROWMIMG IT 
OUT.-. SOMETHING'S WRONG HERE... 



...THE MARTINI GLASS 
SUPDEMLY WEIGHS A TON. ..IT I 
SLIPS FROM YOUR NUMBING 
FINGERS AND SHATTERS ON 
THE FLOOR. WHAT'S HAPPEN- | 
ING? you LOOK INCOMPRE' 
HEN5ISLY AT HER. LEERING 
FACE, AND IN THAT FLEETING 
MOM.EWT OF LUCIDITY YOU RE- 1 
ALIZE THAT VOU HAVE BECOME 
AN UNWILLING PARTV TO AN... 





IT'S OBVIOUS THAT 
THE MEDICATION 

ORIGINALLY 
PRESCRIBED, WAS 

NOT STRONO 
ENOUGH TO REPRESS 
YOUR DREAM 
PROCESSES.' 



I'M GOING TO PRESCRIBE 

A NEW PRODUCT THAT 

IS MUCH MORE 

POTENT.' ALL THE 

MEDICAL JOURNALS 
HAVE BEEN REPORTING 
PHENOMINAL RESULTS 
WITH IT.' 




WE ALL HAVE DREAM 
AMD REST CYCLES IM 
THE COURSE OF A 

NIGHT'S SLEEP.' IN 

YOUR CASE THE 
DREAM CYCLES HAVE 

MOMOPOLIZED YOUR 
SLEEP TIME--DE- 

PR1VIN& YOU OF 
NEEDED REST' 




AMD THEN.. 

I FEEL AS IF I'M 
DYING, DOCTOR .' 
I'M SO WEAK.. .SO 
CONFUSED/ iT'5 
SETTING SO THAT 
I DON T KMOW 
WHICH IS THE 
DREAM . AND 
WHICH IS 
REAL(T/' 





AMP NOW IT". TIME 10 tEEk ANOTHER 
VICTI* ANOTHER HUMAN OAilS TO 
QUENCH THE THIRST OF THEIR 'JTKAHGE 
TREAT.. .BLOOD.' ONLY THIS TIME BE- 
WARE...THIS TIME IT COULD 8E YOUK$'. 
31 
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By Art Stampler 

I am an old woman now, but still 
the nightmares come. Still, on the 
horrible wings of evil dreams, I am 
transported far below the surface of 
the earth to a land where sightless, 
scuttling things dart blindly through 
the tunnels built by an army of dead 
men, who— but I am getting ahead of 
my story 

My name was Myra Cummings. I 
was one of the first women allowed 
by Gordon University to takea Doctor's 
degree in archeology. In order to 
collect enough data to write a suitable 
doctoral thesis I traveled to Africa, 
to do research among the fabulous 
old tombs of the ancient Pharaohs. 
It was while I puttered around in the 
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interior of a dusty mausoleum which 
held the remains of a ruler who had 
been dead three thousand years that 
it happened. I was trying to decipher 
the heroglyphics enscribed on some 
crumbling clay tablets. The light in the 
crypt was weak. My eye fell upon an 
old oil lamp; it was a primitive thing, 
but I saw to my amusement that there 
was fuel in it, evidently placed there 
by one of my native assistants. I 
struck a match and touched the flick- 
ering flame to the wick of the lamp. 
It lighted without trouble, but it smoked 
a lot, and I wasted a few minutes 
trimming the wick. Then I set it on 
a stone ledge and returned to my clay 
tablets. 

The first indication I had of anything 
wrong was the odor. The smelt was 
sickeningly sweet. It crept over me 
and made my timbs feel heavy and 



weak It was like some evil Fncense. 
I tried to fight off the feeling of 
drowsy lethargy which was slipping 
over me. Dimly I realized that the 
sweet smell that arose from the burn- 
ing liquid in the lamp was causing my 
sleepiness. Then, just before I slipped 
into the peaceful greyness of uncon- 
sciousness, I saw it happen, A section 
of the stone wall of the mausoleum . 
swung away, disclosing a series of 
stone steps which seemed to drop 
down, to I knew not where. And from 
up those steps came clambering a 
ragged, emaciated, skuil-faced mob 
of dead men! 

I had fainted as the skeleton-men 
had approached me, and when I awoke 
I found myself a prisoner in one of 
the caverns which made up the City 
of the Living Dead. I was in a huge 
chamber which was guarded by living 
skeletons of the same kind as those 
which had taken me prisoner on the 
earth's surface. Buttherewerehuman 



beings there, too, prisoners like me, 
I found that a young man nearby was 
gazing at me with pity. He introduced 
himself as Allen Cliit, an English big- 
game hunter who the skeleton men had 
seized in the eerie fastness of the 
African jungle. Allen was a great 
comfort to me in the trying days that 
followed. His steadiness and courage 
helped me to keep my sanity in the 
face of the horrors that were shown 
to us. 

The skeleton men began by ex- 
plaining that we were to be changed 
by a gradual process which would 
make us just like them in minds 
and bodies. They tookus on an inspec- 
tion tour of their city, and what we 
saw made our flesh crawl with disgust 
and our blood run icy cold in our 
veins. For they were running a factory 
of evil, and the product that they 
were manufacturing was living dead 
men! We saw the horrible process in 
all of Its avirful stages, and we were 
told the story of the dream of the 
Living Dead to overrun the surface of 
the earth and turn every human into 
an immortal monster. 

"They're insane!" I whispered to 
Allen. 

He nodded grimly, "Yes," he said. 
"Yes, they're insane. But they can 
carry out their plan, unless something 
happens to stop them before it's too 
late!" 

I thought of a world controlled by 
the creatures who stood before me, 
and I shuddered. "What can we do to 
stop them, Allen?" I whispered. 

He was strong and full of courage, 
but I felt him shudder, too. "I don't 
know," he said. "But you can pray!" 

As if I hadn't been praying right 
along! 

The skeleton men were efficient. 
They used every hour; while we were 
waiting our turn to be transformed 
into Living Dead, we were allassigned 
tasks. Allen and I were taken to a 
cave where long rows of men and 
women had been strung from the 
ceiling by long ropes tied to their 
wrists. Tiiey were horrible to look at. 
Their hair had turned color; their 
fingernails had grown until their hands 
were claw-like; and their flesh had 
wasted away until they were almost 
like the skeleton men in appearance. 

These were the "lucky" humans 
chosen by the Living Dead to be given 
the gift of immortal life! I felt faint. 
If this was what I'd look like when 
they finished with me, anything was 
better than allowing them to make a 
monster of me! 

Allen and I were given whips and 
were instructed to beat the creatures 
if they started to scream. I looked at 
Allen in wonderment when I heard 
that. Later, when we were alone, 



Allen told me what was probably the 
reason for our macabre ]obs, 

"Living underground as they do," 
he explained, "they're nodoubtafraid 
that any loud noise will cause vibra- 
tions great enough to start cave-ins 
and landslides." 

But I was too distraught to listen. 
"Allen, 1 must get out of here!" I 
ground out through clenched teeth, 
"Take me out of here!" 

"Myra, listen closely," Allen said 
hurriedly. "Have you noticed that all 
of the tunnels seem to incline slightly? 
I think that each tunnel rises almost 
imperceptibly, and that by following 
the tunnels to their very end we can 
reach the surface of the earth!" And 
Allen outlined the plans for our escape. 
That night, when ail was quiet in the 
great cave save for the whimpering of 
the poor unfortunates who were strung 
up by their wrists awaitingtransforma- 
tion into Living Dead beings, we lay 
down our whips and crept out inlothe 
tunnel. 

None of our captors were in sight, 
luckily, and we sped up the dark 
stone corridors for our very lives. 
Overhead huge black bats brushed 
their great wings against the damp 
rock ceiling. Blind lizards scuttled 
across the stone floor with a dry, 
scraping sound. And behind us there 



arose a great wail as the hanging 
victims of the Living Dead discovered 
that no one was there to whip them, 
and gave vent to their pain. 

We raced through the narrow 
caverns, scrapping ourselves on the 
crystal rocks that protruded outwards 
from the muddy walls. I looked at 
my arm and saw blood beginning to 
form at the surface where I had 
gashed myself, 

Allen put his arm around my 
shoulder to steady me as we came to 
a lava pit, a huge hole in the cavern 
that extended downwards into a dark 
oblivion. The hole was more than 
eightfeet across, and thereseemed no 
way to cross it. 

"Do you think you can jump it?" 
Alien asked. I stared downwards into 
the hole trying to pierce the inky 
darkness. "l*)o, I don't think so." 

"There's got to be another way. 
Come on, we'll try a different tunnel." 

But before we could move, the 
Skeleton Men were on us. We strug- 
gled, but the sickening creatures were 
too strong, and they quickly sub- 
dued us. 

We were tied hand and foot and 
dragged back to their City of the 
Living Dead far beneath the surface 
of the Earth. We were dragged past 
the rows of people strung up to the 




ceiling, and finally we were thrown 
before a giant ebony idol. It stood fifty 
feet high and was formed intheshape 
of a woman* From her head extended 
two horns not unlike those of a cow, 
and floating between them in what 
seemed to be a field of electricity, 
was a huge glowing orb. The orb 
seemed to pulsate, and the light that 
passed through it appeared as a rain- 
bow bathing all those who stood before 
it in a cacophony of colors. It was 
Isis, the Egyptian Goddess of the 
moon, but what it was doing here, 
miles beneath the surfaceof the Earth, 
I was soon to find out, much to my 
everlasting horror. 

The Skeleton Men tied usto the alter 
that stood before the great black idol, 
and it was then that I realized that 
the orb that floated so very high above 
us, was made of purediamond; a three 
foot sphere of diamond. I could not 
conceive the incredible value that it 
must have possessed. 

Once we were completely bound 
before Isis, the leader of the Skeleton 
Men, undoubtedly the high priest, 
approached us and said, "These 
humans have insulted Isis, our God, 
our Protector, They have blasphemed 
our God, and forthatwesacrificethem 
unto you. Oh great isis." 

The High Priest placed his hands 
before him, palms upturned, and he 
gestured towards the alter. Staring 
directly at the glowing orb, he brought 
his hands upwards, and the alter 




began to raise as well until it floated 
parallel to the diamond. 

The orb seems to grow, and then 
suddenly, we found ourselves inside 
it, as if it had swallowed us up. But 
still we could hear the Priest's words 
drone on. 

"Oh Sacred Isis, we who were once 
yourchildren, and who now serve you 
through eternity, commend unto you 
these desecraters of your most holy 
of tombs. 

"We who were once the mighty 
Pharaohs of Egypt commend unto you 
our lives for you to do with as you 
will, Oh Mighty Isis. We are one with 
you." 

The priest continued his prayers 
and slowly the story became clear. In- 
credible as it might sound, these 
skeleton creatures were indeed the 
ancient Pharoahs. For when they died, 
and were mummified, the Goddess of 
the Moon, Isis, placed them in a state 
of nether being in that they were 
not fully dead, nor were they fully 
alive. 

But over the centuries, Isis lost her 
powers as belief in her began towain. 
It wasn't until our Astronauts brought 
back the rock samples from the moon, 
from her dominion, that power again 
coursed through her body. With this 
new power, she commanded the 
Pharoahs to- break free of their pro- 
tective mummy wrappings, and to 
|oin her beneath the Great Sphinx. 
Once there, they were ordered to 
capture humans and change them 
into skeleton creatures to aid Isis 
in her mad scheme of world 
domination. 

The priest finished his prayers, and 
the diamond began to glow. The suns 
rays filtered through the crystalline 
sphere, burning us up. Allan tried 
to break his way out of the orb, but 
it was impossible, 

"It's no use," he said. "The only 
way to cut this is to use another 
diamond," 

I looked down at my finger and saw 
the ring was still there, I had wanted 
to return it to Charles after I broke 
our engagement, but for some reason, 
I kept it. Funny I should think of 
Charles at a moment like this. We were 
to be married this month, but then I 
learned he was a fraud, a phony who " 
collected women like others collected 
stamps, i left him and wanted to go 
as far away as possible, which is why 
I chose Egypt to begin my studies. 
It was far from Charles, and far 
from the memories I wanted to forget, 

I took the ring off my finger and 
handed it to Rich. 

"Here, try this," I said, the heat 
starting to get to me. 

Rich grabbed the ring and started 
to cut into the solar diamond we were 
trapped in. I felt faint, but I knew I 



had to keep alert, for once out of 
here. Rich and I would have to run as 
quickly as possible to the escape 
tunnels. 

Rich finally managed to cut an open- 
ing through one of the facets, and we 
climbed out onto the head of the giant 
Idol. We quickly made our way down 
the back of the figure, hidden from the 
view of the Skeleton Men, butnearthe 
bottom, I fell, and the High Priest 
heard me. 

He was about to order his men to 
chase us, when the huge solar diamond 
began to fall from its perch high above 
the idol. Evidently, when Rich cut the 
hole in it, the diamond was thrown off 
balance. It fell to the ground and 
shattered in a thousand pieces. Rich 
picked as many of the pieces as he 
could, and then ordered me to run 
as quickly as possible to the tunnels. 
The skeleton men were shouting, less 
at our escape than at their fallen 
idol. For when the diamond orb shat- 
tered, Isis' power over them faded, 
and they were slowly being turned 
to dust, for her powers were no 
longer keeping them alive. 

When Allen heard the screams be- 
hind us he grasped my arm and 
urged me to hurry. And I soon under- 
stood why, for behind us there began 
to sound an ominous series of groan- 
ing rumblings, as tons of earth shifted 
and moved above the networks of 
underground tunnels. The noise of the 
screaming was causing small cave- ins; 
we had to get out of the tunnels be- 
fore the ceiling fell in on top of us! 
Suddenly we saw a pinpoint of white 
light in the blackness before us. It 
was the light of a star, seen through 
an opening to the surface! I have 
looked at the stars many, many times 
in the course of my long life, but no 
star has ever looked as beautiful to 
me as that silver pinpoint of light. And 
just as we saw it— the major cave-ins 
began! I heard unholy shrieks and 
groans as the Living Dead met their 
final doom, and then a falling rock 
struck me on the temple and i knew 
no more. 

I married Allen Clift exactly three 
months after he carried me from the 
collapsing horror which had been the 
City of the Living Dead. Allen and 
a party of his friends patrolled the 
region above the unholy city for a 
long time after the cave-ins, but no 
trace of the Living Dead has ever 
been found. And it is better so- 

But sometimes, although I am an 
old woman, I have nightmares. And 
then the Living Dead live once more, 
and I see the folds of flesh hang 
from their faces, and t have to reach 
out and touch Allen to keep from 
screaming out loud .... 




SHRUNKEN 
HEAD 

S2.00 Ea. 

Looks absolutely real. Teli 
your friends you picked it up 
on your last safari. A real 
scream! 



HORRIBLE HANDS. 

Only S3.00 per pair. 

FRANTIC FEET. 

Only $3.00 per pair. 




HORROR HOUSE, Dept. 15210 

1044 Northern Blvd. 

Roslyn. New York, N.Y. 11576 

I enclose S for; 

n BLACK WIDOW SPIDER ALL RUBBER MASKS $3.00 each. 



a HORRIBLE HANDS 
D SHRUNKEN HEAD 
n RAT IN BOX 
D FRANTIC FEET 
D MONSTER-FROM 
MERCURY 

Name 



Address... 
City.... 



□ WEREWOLF 
□ DEVIL n MAN-FROM-MARS 

D FRANKENSTEIN'S n VAMPIRE 

MONSTER a HORRIBLE-MONSTER 

n ZOMBIE □ SKULL 

n WITCH □ GORILLA 



...State... 



.Zip... 



Outside U.S. & Canada please include additional 25( pottage per itetn. 





IF THB mm li mSHT YOalL HEAH -IHB nKKIBLS, ASOH- 

\aep cKiBS.' THerfBgm to cove pno/n a ^mssed cliff, 

•HHBUe STUNJBD TRESS STANP i.«fi SBMTINELS 70 6UAHD 
A fLAce OF SHASTU HO/mOR! BUT DO HOT IHVgfTieATe'. 
THAT'S WHAT mAHy AND Jm TORRSMce DID .' THEY 
WANTED TO Live FOREVER, AND HOW THBr ARE 
MOANIflS... "HSLP US TO DIE .' " 



Jm TaRREHce WDAlWArf SEBH imSRESTSD IN 

eeYFTOLoey! it was hh hobby, one day, mem he 

AND HIS yllFE, MARY IVe/?£ IN A MUSei/M... 



LOOK, A l*mm ffiOlti THE 
19" pyHASTV/ TrtAT'J WHHJ_ 
AYIENHOTEP SUILT THE 
SKArr AVENUES AT WRNAK j 
ANP THE TE/WCLE OF 
LUXOR / 





Mao they mAeiHEB it? in AHOTHeK 

IKfTANr.,.\ 
y -^ ' Itf 




An iosa iPRANS WTO jm TomeHcE's fCMemme 
mine.' aud when rusy sor home... 

RE attar! 

OEAB FOR 



mKf, IF we JAW WtWT WE 
THOUSHT WE PIP we COULP 
MAKB SIS MONEK' THAT 
MUMMV WOULB SE Vl/OPLP 
rAMOUS 



\ xau'RE 

' THAT 
/ SEEN I 




/W' NOW IT'S COVINS eWCN TO N 
LIFE/ HOW PO WE THINK WE CAN 
UNPEPSTANP TWE JEcRETS OF AN- 
CIENT ESYPT? ETERNAL LIFE/ 
RECOIJPS SHOW THEy WERE . 
ALWAVS"^ 
SEARjHiNe 
FOR IT/ 





THERE ARE PLENTY OF MLW- 
«IE«.' I'P PI5SUISE IT- -^ 
CHANSE THE INSCRIPTIONS.' 
WHy--WE COULP StWeSLE IT 
TO ESyPT AN' PRETENP WE 
JUST FOUNP 
THERE.' 




^ts% HE IS 
Kivef I TOLP. 


s 


C7HHM/ 


i 


S^aI 




If 1 


m 


^^p 


^^^ 


pj] 


i 


JfWM 


w^^^^l^ 


f * ^ 


ffi 






jjyk 


H 


i= ■ -^^^P Jm = 


^^^Hfl 


H 


1 


^KKktK^jL-M 




^BHI 


Hi 



fTXtnee, eRU£sew£ nniTBur FKot, acxoss ■neAf/ss of 

TH^e -moUSANO YBAKS! HOVt /MKV tVAf BKCrma, TOO/ 

A STRAme PAin, iHBSe TOitifeHcEf.'i 



>ISf PLEASEP.' HE WMWS US TO 

UNWUAP H» .' vwrriL vfe exhisit 

W/J TO THE PUBLIC 4 *1AN 

3«o* yeA/i$ oifi/ ADMISSION ^ 
Five SUCKS/ 





TVf MO/MTIC LiaUia WAS UKS A 
FIRB IN THEIR VEIHt.' FOft t ffMENT 

iHBiR senses snsoReo-THEH... 



]A/at¥/ l/t\ASINE--We 
CANT SET f\CK! WE 
^ CAN'T pi£;„,NaTHim 
CAH K/CL US/ 




SrcRmi ufs: rue prbmi of 

ALL MSKINOr Jm A/IP IfARy 
TORRBtCl Klten THEN THAT 
TUey HAD THIS nomSRFUL 

THins/ fur a thbt sat 

THBRe, SLOATIHS.. 



Am IN A MMSNT wne... 




To die: OH no: thsy werb soine to uvb for- I 
EVSR-THBY HADerenNAtliK-mAr thby 

THOUBHT THEY WAHTBO... 




Was itaoax a viebk, a yeak whkh nsseo y 

SHASnY CREATUKBS Dlitt OF fISHT AND HBARIne, 
FeeSLE, UTO AIL LIFE'S FORCES DRAIHEP AWAY.,. 




FROM THE 




It came up from the BOTTOW of the OCEA/J, a ROTTINS SOM£THINa FROM 

which the flesh sloughed off as it walkep. the hollows, where its 
eves hap glared out at the world.. .as if eternally seeking someone 
as it walkep, past the ancient wrecks, and the fish that played in them, 
its hands reached out, c/.a>v/ajg, as though to reach the man it wanted. 
And in the real/a of the living, able seaman johnny smithers laughed 
and loved, /vs'l/ek dreaming that destiny was coming his way on oeao 

PSer. NO NEED FOR HIM TO WORRY... OR IVAS rf/e/^s" 
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That night as the moon 

BATHEP the deck IN 
BRILLIANCE... 



NOW THAT A CUT OF YOUR 
PAY IS SAFE IN MY NAWE, 
I WON'T NEEP YOU ANY- 
MORE^ MURRAY' I HEAISP 
you TELLIN' NEP YOU WAS 
FIXIN' TO SHOW ME UP AS 
A CROOKEP PLAYER AT 
UNION HEAPQUARTERS,' 




A BLUNT r//i/e> IN TH£Meflrl a heave of Po*N through the COLP PEPTHS OF THE QREEN-SREY 



POWERFUL SHOULPERS ANP SEAMAN EPPIE 
MURRAY S06S HURTLING OVER THE SHIP'S 
SIPE- HIS GRAVE.,. THE BROAD ATLANTIC, 



WATER SLIPES THE LIMP SOPY OF SEAMAN MURRAY,. 





For a LITTLE WHILE A STREAM OF BUBBLES RISES 
FROM HIS MOUTH, ANP AFTER A TIME, THEY STOP... 




Slowly, the peap man settles into the ooze 
..^ anp mud of the ocean's floor. his eyes open 
•a ^ ^'"^'i^ slishtlessly. he stirs— anp lifts an arm.. 




EDPie wuRRAV.' you are 0£A0. you 

WERE KILLEP BY JOHNNV SMITHERS/ 
REMEMBER? NO,.,V0U WOULDN'T 

Re/i\Em8ER..you pipn't see it happen.,. 



WHERE AM I" IS THIS iVATe/i ALL 
AROUND ME? I'M NOT BREATHINS,,. I 
BUT r FEEL STRONG. AND THERE'SV 
VWMETHING I WANT TO DO/ 



FISH NI8BLINS AT MV 

I FLESH,,, BUT I PON'T ( 

l/^eec ANYTHING. JUST/* 

WANT TO WALK,,, UNTIL) 

I FIND,,, WHAT I'M 

LOOKING FOR,,, 







^MfK<« -,?=~ -^r^'^ 










While the walking horror stalks, 
the ocean bottom, the sa[/'a/^/l 
docks in new york,,, i 

HE'S ON BOARP. I GOTjj 
! HIS TELEGRAM WHEN ' 
THEY LEFT RIO OH, ' 
EPOIE IT'S BEEN SO ' 
LONG/ 



PO you KNOW\ 
A SEAMAN 

MURBY? I'M 
HIS GIRL 

FRIENP. WE'RE , 

GOING TO GET/ 
MARRIEP,,, . 



V^ 


mU 




m^ 


Jm|^ 


^kM^ 


- — jj^jP^'n 


B^-* 


-.fi^J^^' 


Jgmm 




^^v~ 


jf"|»J^aj 


^^L 




Ni^Hr^ 


j^'^T 


~'\ M 




^pW 


^^J 


^M' 


^^1 


r^M 


^Sm 


?m. 


^B 


lH 



O-OVERBOARD,,.? \N0 SENSE 
tSOBc- poor EDPIE,,, i^RYIN' 

OH, My fiooy^ ! over 
^o/iacwa/ ^^ WHAT'S 
Happened.' 
come along 
with m£ and 

I'LL-- TELL 

YOU ALL 
ABOUT IT,' 





Moving SLOWLy past the wreck 

OF A LONG SUNKEN SHIP, FEET 
SLOGGING IN THE WUD, A THING 
THAT ONCE WAS HUMAN STALKS 
FOWARP,,. 




JOHNNy SA»ITH6RS ANP HELEN TONES 
SOON FORGET EPDIE MURKAV. IT IS 
TOO MUCH FUN BEING ALIVE,.. 



I-I'D KINP OF FORGOTTEN 

THERE WERE SUCH THINGS , 

AS LAUGHTER... POOR EPPIE.'i 

I WONDER WHERE HE IS^ 

ISHT? 





IP ^ 

eer away from /V\e.' 

GO BACK WHERE YOU 
CAME FROM, TO 

^,, you 'RE oeAP/_^ 


Tthe bottom of 1 
the sea is 

yCOLP AND LONELY 
' TOHN-N-N-N/. 

I WANT 
, SOMEONE TO 1 
^ALK WITH ME^ 


fc 


^^^^^■iSe311 


lUl 




^^^^jJRifWjlJ 


Ib 




HES^4 


w^Kwiit 




1 


ii^^ 


Hnt^iJ^%2JH^^^HP 




S||j^% t 


^f' 


R 



HELEN/ lAfAXeUf/ CALL 
THE POLICE/ f¥eLP/ PULL ME 
LOOSE FROM THIS HORROR ' 



Johnny samthers goes «ap/ the 
feel of that colp and slimy hanp, 
senps cold shuppers pown his 
SPINE,, 




And then "there is just emptx water, rolling enplessly over the ocean floor where 
two men walk, forever ,., 
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z^^^i 



J rs 



(50/A/0 ON^ALB 

OCTOBBR. 2qTA 



tOADED wnH P/W3E5 

,/\NP PAGES OF 
iLLUSTRATeP ^ 
CH/LLIN& THRfLLS 

FfeiGHfENINGTALES/, 



®®oJ 



STICK-ON STAMPS 
the SCARIEST 





AWAKE, ' 

NATHAN 

FOX. ..you 

CANNOT 

ESCAPE 

youR 

DESTIN// 




tWiTMiN/ 






^ 


M^^^SA 




m 






■H 





Nathan foxx.faaaed retired 
playwrisht is awakened once 
more by that ever-recurrins 

ORe\/v\...THAT HORRIFyiNO MISHT- 
MARE THAT PRODUCED A MONSTER 
WHO PROMISED TO CROSS THAT TOR.- 
BIDDEN BORDER BETWEEN FANTASV 
AND REALITY... AND ESCAPE FROM 
BEING THE CREATURE WITHIN. 



SHUPOERINS, NATHAN ROSE To 
SPENP ANOTHER SLEEPLESS MIGHT 
BROOOINS OVER A WAV TO BE RID 
OF ■"" ^ 
CORSEj 




Mathan FOXX 
felt that per- 
haps by wr\tin6 
a play about 
the fiend- he 

COULP eiVE 
ITS HAUNTINC3 
MEMORY TO 
THE AUPIENCE 
ANP NEVER 

SEE IT asain; 

SO HE SET 

TO WOR< 

FeVERisHi:^/ 

— NI6HT 
ANC5 Dfty- 






^g^iS!!§»^ 




VtOLBMCE, CHANNBV 

V/Ol.e/^CB.'-Mt^'<-S THE 

AUDISMCE PEAR >OU'. ... 
MAKE THEM CEEL 
OEAT H 1 1. HO^/lIB L e 

peATHi!- 




SOOM.THE PLAV was READY FOE THE 
-PUBUCl- PERHAPS IT WAS THE AUSA 
OC MYSTERV IN THE SECRET BEHEAESALS- 
WHETHEe IT \NAS THAT,OE MATHAM 
FO>CS.'S REPLITATIOM - TME HOU&E WAS 
SOLD OUT WEEKS IN ADVANCE . BUT - - 
AMOMC5 THE PieST-SnaMTERS. WAS, - 




The U6HTS [>1N\MEP.., .SLOWLV, 
THS CUB.TA1N Rose , AND 
THE PUAV BESAM lA HUSH 

a3VeB6P THE AU01ENCg,A% 
NATHAN FOXX'S K4IGHT-MAe6 

cA^Ae -TO tt^e.'... 





CHANNEy WAS ma&niPicEnt! ^z 

GAVE A seeAT PERPORMAKCE*- • - - ' 
S^USr CONQEATIJUATE HIM l=Oe 

HIS exCELueWT CHARACTERIZATION 




I New Full Color Posters 

S New from PosterUnd, all posters arc printed on heavy 5 

S paper in Full Color (unless otherwise indicated). AU ^ 

^ posters aie in stock now and we guarantee rush ^ 

5 shipment to you the day your order arrives. They are ^ 

5 Urge-each poster measures approximately 2 feet by 3 5 

5 feet. Posters are only S2.00 each, plus 50c per order for ^ 

% shipping and handling. ^ 

liiiiiinniuinimiiiunnwiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiinnniiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiui 




161 Iron Butterfly 



KTSf"^ 




102 Swinflin Cati - 



12 Dyloi - Eartti/ 
WatBr/Fini/Air 

Black/Light 
FullCoior 





iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiuiiiiiniiniiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiniiiiunimiii. 

5 Posterland, Dopt. 6972, 

^ 7551 Melrose Avenue, Los Angeles, Cal. 90046 

^ Rush me tiie posters I have listed below. Enclosed is 

^ $2.00 for each poster I have ordered plus 50 cents 

% for postage and rush handling. 

^ Special Offer! Any 3 posters for only $5.00 plus 

^ 50 cenU for postage and rush handling. Save $1,001 

^ FREEt PosteriendcMalog included with every orderl 



46 PMlin Groovy 

Btack^Light 
Full Color 



47 SmHe-Laural 


59 (fi A Beautiful 


& Hardy 


Day 


Black/Ltght 


Full Color 


Full Color 






The Expartenced 
Black/Light 
Full Color 






93 Electric Kat 
Black /Light 
Full Color 



Number 


Name 


Price 




















Plus 50 cants for rush handling and postage 


50 cents 



5 Name 

^ Address _ 
5 City 



V^U CAM F££l (T, CAN'T 
^YOU?TkeR£S 50M£THIWfi 
£V/t A60UT THE MOOR5 ■ 
TMlS N(eMT--50MeTH(NG 
PARK..STRANG£..6lM15TeR,., 



®J7kAT was Tf/AT? (5 IT MERELY 
THE 5MAPPING OF ATWIS OR,.- 



y/iN THe 

SHAPOW5'- 



©RAMBLES AND BRANCHES CLUTCH AT 
you A-? you RACE blindly across 

THE MOOR-'TEARiNG AT YOUR CLOTHES- 

TRYIMS PESPERATELy TO HOLp yoU FOR 
T!IE NAMELESSS TERROR THAT SHP^ AT 
yOLlR FEET- 




^hs^--RUN..,!KC9.QSS A FO<5--DRAp£D LAWP- 
E^CAPE ALIVE WITH EVERY DARK FEAR YOUVE 
EVER KNOWN'-ALLTHE TERRORS THAT CAME 
TO you IM yoUR PREAM6 //l<£^ TH15 NIGHT... 



[§UN OM" EVER ONWARP" UNT1LTH6RE 15 //OyVf^£R£ 
£.£Pr -XO RUM . . . 




•ffi 



'HEy FOUMPTHE BOPy (W THE MORNIfJG, lyiNGTORN 
AMD PLeeP(M6 [N THE TALL MARSH SKA65,-. 



■/" fior SO/US' 3R&cr BEAST ^\~ 




CfPHUNDeR ECHOES THROUGH THE CORRIDORS OF THE OLD CASTLE 
"^AS ELIOT COLLINS AND THE OTHERS HAM/WER AT THE ©16 BRA6S 
KNOCKER THAT HAN6S FROM THE DOOR-- UNTIL FINALLY... 




PTpHB FULL MOON CASTS ITS 
U PETRIFIEP GAZE DOVVM OMTHE 
fO&'SWePT COUWTKYSIPE— /i^ND IN 
MANY HOME6, 6RAVe MEM PREPARE 
TO FACE THEIR FATE... 



PREPARING TO DEPEND 
OUR HOME AND OUR 

L(\/eS,CUAiRE/ALL 
THE TOWNSMEN ARE 
MEETING IN THE 
SCSUARe (N A FEW 

M1NUTES--I HAVE 
TMERETOO; 




(Tfe SOMETHING I >M«KF TO PO, 

SWEETHEART'- FOR OUR HoME-- 
FOROUP FUTURE,' A6 LONG AS 
THAT PARK-5PAWNEP MONSTROSITY 
PROWLS THE MOORS AT NIGHT— 
NONE OF US ARE SAFE,' NONE OF 

us can praw a peaceful 
preath; 




/ NO BUT5i YOU JUST STAY IN 
THE HOU5E-'ANP KEEP THE 
POORS AND WINDOWS ^A'i/TT' 

^ILL BE SACK AS SOON AS ' 

I 



/a\HO A SHORT WHlLe LATER, A DARK-EYEP DEMON PROWLS 
AtJ the MOORS once AAORE. - 




AlS THE BEASr-MAN SPRlNeS FROM THE SHAPOWS I r52 ..^ .-^^,,.-^ . 1:7 

/xJAOSEAT rope-net drops from above amp--- I L°7"T^ AT THAT MOMENT 




fF^ PIDH'TTAKETHESaUIRE 
'^ LONG TO ANSWER THE 
FURIOUS KNOCKING, .- 



sauiRS, 

ITS/M^ 
ASAIN— 
COCLINS! 

IVe COME 

FOR A , 
RECKOHIN5,'/ 





r 



YOU F00L-1<M SPENT ALL YOUR TIME HUNTING POWN A i^eXSH/OLF.. 

y 











NiGHfMiL 



Ot course we don"t have 
any mail yet. However, to 
get things writtiing in the 
right direction, we've asked 
some of our contributing 
wrilers, artists, and other 
interested parties tor their 
comments on what they'd 
like to do or see. — Mean- 
time, start sending us (hose 
letters, and within a tew 
issues, Nightmare's Nighl- 
mail page wiil be your's. 



-Send to: Nightmare's Nightmaii, Room 1501 
18 East 41st Street, New York City, N.y, 10017 



Looking through most of the 
horror publications, I see that 
most of the pieces are rather 
contemporary. What a drag. I 
would like to see a few pieces 
with some historical settings. 
Let's change the mood a bit, 
horror is something of the past 
as well as the present. A Gothic 
tale would be great, or how 
about a story with the back- 
ground of prehistoric man? The 
possibilities aremany and Ihope 
that your publication will take a 
giant leap in this direction. 

Jack Rider 

Did any of you down there on 
the staff of 'Nightmare' ever 
think that transferred to another 
world, man, as we know him 
could be considered a monster? 
What is really monstrous is a 
relative thing. Actually, man 
could be about as horrible as a 
monster as once could find in a 
world where our looks could be 
considered ugly. Perhaps in an- 
other world somewhere, horror 
magazines are being printed that 
contain monsters that are com- 
parable to an average man and 
woman. It's something to give 
thought to. 

A thoughtful fan, 
Charles Clifton 

Did you fellows ever think of 
getting away from the standard 
six and eight page stories? It 
is my impression that it is al- 
most impossible to develop any 
type of story within such a limi- 
ted space. I think it would be 
to your advantage to consider 
expanding the stories to 12 or 
15 pages or more. These added 
pages I am sure would give 
your magazines quite an ad- 
64 



vantage over other weird type 

mags now on the newstands. 

Hoping to see some big ones. 

A Horror fan, 

Richard Fields 



Since learning of your new 
title 'Nightmare,' I was discus- 
sing the brajiching out of this 
mystery, horror type field with 
some artist friends of mine. We 
hope your magazine will intro- 
duce some of the better talented 
illustrators of not only the com- 
ics, but other fields as well. What 
better place than a periodical 
of this type to let a truly good 
artist loose beyond his wildest 
imagination. Editor Sol Brod- 
sky is a good knowledgeable 
guy to work with, and I for 
one, am looking forward to mak- 
ing my contribution. Others will 
be approaching Mr. B shortly. 
Name withheld 



I am an avid fan of all' Night- 
mare' type books, and am con- 
stantly torn between magcizines 
that have wild type panels, and 
those of conventional panel 
break up which some readers 
claim is easier to read. What 
usually happens though is that 
I wind up buying just about 
every magazine of this kind that 
hits the stands. Please try to 
break up the stories as far as 
line and tone goes. I would think 
all of one technique could be- 
come tireing. Am looking for- 
ward to your future issues, and 
also other type magazines you 
will be producing. 

Stu Quinn 
Philadelphia, Pa. 



Sixty four pages for half a 
dollar? Wow! That's the best 
buy in the field. Other books are 
forty eight pages, and others 
seem to be going for a higher 
price. Just keep giving me the 
type of work you're starting out 
with, and I'll be hooked for life. 
Good to see some of the real 
pros in this issue. I'm sure others 
will get on the bandwagon. Just 
one more thing. Congrats on the 
Bill Everett Pin- Up. It's a beauty. 
(Beauty?) I hope you'll be doing 
a series of these. I'm sure one 
day they'll be collector's items. 
Bobby Fine 
Los Angeles, Calif. 

Happy to see a new horror- 
type book hitting the stands. As 
a fan of this type of magazine, 
these are some of the things 
I'd like to see: 

Some stories other than vam- 
pires—there have been too many 
of them. 

Also, how's about some 
modern-day monsters? Too 
many of the stories take place 
in the old, old days. As a reader 
of today, I'd like some horror 
stories that can happen in our 
era. 

Good Luck andlet'shave some 
modern monsters. 

Richard Selma 

I was extremely delighted to 

see that our staff was enlightened 
enough to deal with a topic as 
controversial and as menacing 
as pollution to use as the cover 
story for the first issue of "Night- 
mare." It is refreshing to see a 
magazine of this nature take on a 
problem so vital to our very 
existence and, of course, give it 
the monstrous implications our 
magEizine specializes in. 

It is our hope in this maga- 
zine to introduce topics that will 
reflect real horrors that are hap- 
pening in society today. If pos- 
sible, I would like to see "Night- 
mare" always have something 
crucial to today as its cover 
story andperhapssetanewtrend 
in horror type magazines. It is 
our hope that through a maga- 
zine of our type, some of the 
"real" horrors of life can be 
recognized. 

H. Waldman 

WHAT DO YOU THINK? 
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TV'S Besi-Loved vampire 



Great in the light ■ Glows in the night 




LIFE SIZE,CLOWINTHEDARK POSTER '2- 



WHIT A 
SIGHT! 

Here at last, in all his gory glory, is Barnabas, 
sensational star of "Dark Shadows"... the 
lovable vampire viewed by millions daily on 
the ABC-TV network. You'll go bats over this 
life-size, 1 8" by 24 ' Glow-Glow Poster of your 
favorite fiend! You'll love it in the light— but 
wait till you see this cool ghoul glowing in the 
dark on the wall of your own home! Yes, it 
actually glows in the dark! You'll see it— but 
you won't believe it! Hang it in your pad, your 
den, your bedroom— wherever you want to 
curdle your blood. Strange... eerie... so cool, 
it's chilling. Imagine the thrill of watching the 
TV show with your very own Barnabas glow- 
ing beside you! And he's yours, glow and all, 
for only $2.00— that's all you pay for this magi- 
cal, mystical poster, complete with Barnabas' 
own glowing signature. You'll be so de- 
lighted, you'll say, "Fangs a million!" But 
don't delay! Don't miss a single scary 
moment— or you'll be sorry. Send for your 
BARNABAS GLOW-GLOW POSTER today! 

BARNABAS, NORTH ROAD, POUGHKEEPSIE, N,Y. 12601 



Order now! This amazing offer may not be 
repeated this season in this publication. 
Send just $2.00. We pay postage and han- 
dling. Guaranteed to glow in the dark and to 
satisfy you in every way or your money back. 



Barnabas 

North Road Dopt. kbq 

Poughkaapsie, Naw York 12601 



tor which please send me_ 



Enclosed is S 

BARNABAS GLOW-GLOW POSTeR(S) at $2.00 each, I 
understand that you pay postage and handling charges, 
and that I may return the posters for full retund it dissatis- 
fied in any way. 
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